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ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE AUTHOR begs Leave to 
inform the KIND CONTRIBUTORS to 
this Work, that as it has been the Requeſt 
of the crEATEST Part of them, not to have 
their Names made public, he deemed it 
moſt prudent to omit the WwROLE. And, 
at the ſame Time, with unfeigned Thanks, 
gratefully acknowledges the many Favours, 
conferred on him now, and heretofore. 
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WIT and HU MO UR. 

MIRTH and JOLLITY, 


AT TEAR 


NOCTURNAL REVELS aſſembled, 
THIS 


PLAYTH 1 


IS DE DIA 
FOR THE | 
IMPROVEMEN T 


OF THE 


VIS C oO M WER 


T H R 


ENTERTAINMENT of TREu- 
SELVES and FRIENDS; and, what 1s 
of greater Conſequence than both, the 
ADVANTAGE of, 


Their HUMBLE SERVANT, 
The AUTHOR. 
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A Songs 3" 
ritannia's Triumph 

Amoret and Phyllis 

The Fairy 

The Sad Diſaſter 

The Way to Win her 

The Forlorn Damſel 

A Song 
A Song 
A Song 
A Drinking Song 

The Narrow Eſcape 
A Song 
Cupid Drown'd 

The Maid of the Mill * 
A Song | 
The Man to her Mind 
Love A-La-Mode 
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| 1 A ver pretty Paricke, 8 | 
=. A brave Gallantẽ Show —& 
4 7 Ejuſte come from France , . _- 
2 Pretty Fancie, 
Fjuſte come from France 

Toute nouveau. 


ht 
I 


D E 6r{ ting dat you ſee is de great and popu- 
lous city of Londre, 
Dat fill ev'ry body who come dere with pleaſure 


and wondre. 
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Dere you ſee all de people, like Monſieur Jonas de 


famous Conjurer, play deir tricks, 


De poor man walk on foot, while de rich rogue | 


ride in his coach and fix. 
A ver pretty fancic, &c. 


3 II. 


De next ting dat you ſee is de courtier kiſs de 
King's hand for de place, 


Like monſieur Judas in de ſcripture, who kiſd'd 


his maſter's face ; 
Dere you ſee him bend de knee, fawn like de 


ſpanie], and promiſe to obey him, 


When all de vhile he know in his own heart he 


hall betray him. 
A ver pretty fancic, &c. 


III. 


De next ting dat you ſee is de politician in de 
coffee-houſe from grumbling never ceaſe, 
Dere you hear dem one day damn the var, and de 
next de peace; 
Make a great fuſs about deir propertie and de 
libertè of de preſs, 
But begar dey take too much liberty vid delr 


neighbour, I muſt confeſs. 
A ver pretty fancie, &c. 
IV. 
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GROWN CHILDREN. 3 
IV. 


De next ting dat you ſee are de bulls and bears in 

Change-alley make a great pother, 

And for de lucre of gain claw, bite, and vorry 
one another; 

Dere you ſee dem ſheat all de varld without mo- 
leſtation, | 

Becauſe de law allow dem to do it for de good of 
de nation, „ | 

A ver pretty fancie, &c. 


. V. 


De next ting dat you ſee is de lawyers in Weſt- 
minſter hall make deir caſes known, 
Dere you ſee dem ſnarling and fighting like de two 
letel dogs for de bone, | 
But when dey have beggar'd their fooliſh elients, 
and eain'd deir own ends, | 
Dey ſhare the plonder between dem, ſhake hands, 
and are ver good friends. | 
A ver pretty fancie, &c. 
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De next ting dat you ſee is de Juſfice wid de ban- 


dage over his eyes to ſhew you dat he is 


blind, 
B 2 But 
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But begar he can ſee de colour of your oa 
vhenever he has a mind; 
Dere you ſee him ſlyly ſteal his hand behind him 
receive de fee, 
Den ſend de honeſt man to de gallows, and let 
de tief go free. 
A ver pretty fancie, &c. 


VII. 


De next ting dat you ſee is de phyſician attend 
upon de ſick man in his bed, 

Wid de cane up to his noſe, and à large peruke 
to adorn his empty head; 

Dere you ſee him wid one hand feel de patient's 
pulſe, and wid de oder in his pocket, 

Till at laſt de poor man go out of de world like de 
ſnuff of de chandel in de ſocket. 

A ver pretty fancie, &c. 


VII. 


De next ting dat you ſee is de famous doctor 

Squintum, dat ſanctify'd hypocritical dunce, 

Wid bis comical eye look one, two tree, four, 
five ways at once; | 


Dere 
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GROWN CHILDREN. 5 


Dere you hear him rant and rave, and ſnivel and 
grunt, and tunder out his curſes 

Againſt all doſe dat come · to the tabernacle with 

empty purſes. | 4 

| A very pretty fancie, &c.. 


1 


De next ting dat you ſee are de overſeers and 
churchvardens of de pariſh at deir feaſt, 
Gutling and guzling, and making demſelves 
appear like unto de beaſt; i 
Dere you ſee how dey all laugh in deir ſleeve at de 
notable feats dey have done, 
In putting de money into deir own pockets, and 
let de poor people have none. 
A very pretty e Kc. 


* 
De next and laſt ting dat you ſee is de devil him- 
ſelf wid a large net, 
Throw it over dem all vhich put dem.into A fing 
breathing . 
Dere you ſee him clap it on his ck, and fly 


away to de hell, vhich end all de ſtrife; 


And now you ave ſeen every ting all fo natural 
as de life, 
A very pretty fancie, &c. 
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Il Ronuz's Reiicrts to be ſold, 


I miu, The Magpye. 
O OD people my muſe, 
Has brought you brave news, 
bi Believe her, nor think it a hum; 


. The Proteſtant line, 
Still glorious does ſhine, 


1 
| | But the Papiſts are bankrupts become. 
| i! II. | 
| F Away to the ſale, ' 
Be ſure you don't fail, 
Here are relicts ſo rare to be ſold, 
From fin and diſeaſe, 


Will purge thoſe who pleaſe 
To lay out their ſilver and gold. 
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2 III. 


Here's Pope Joan's old mite, 
Which once was much brighter, 
But now through old time is grown ruſty; ; 
The head it adorns, 
Will never wear horns, | 
And ſweetens old maids that are muſty. 


IV. 


Here's a rib worth admiring, 
Of that ſame gridiron, _ | 

On which poor Saint Lawrence was broil'd ; 
It cures ſtone and gravel, 
And women 1n travel, 


It ſafely deliyers the child. 
V. 


Here's the tongs, which they ſay, 

St. Dunſtan one day 
Apply'd to the ſnout of Ol Harm, 

If p--x'd e'er ſo much, 

It cures at one touch, ; T 
And never was known to miſcarry. 3 
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A RATTLE ron 
VI. 
Here's St. Demivs pate, 
In a diſh of French plate, 
With the tail of St. Anthony's pig, 
Saint Minnifred's hair, 


Shav'd off you know where, 
Enough for a Judge's full wig. © 


VII. 


Here's the gall of a ſaint, 
For ladies who faint, 
And are troubled with fits of the — 
The vapours and ſpleen, 
The ſickneſs call'd green, 


0 


It cures one as ſoon as the other. 


vm. 
With a great many more, 
We have here in ſtore, 


That with miracles ſtrange do abound, 


I tell you no lye 
Af you come, you may buy 


For a guinea, the worth of ten pound. 
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THE 


BAC CHAN ALS, 
A W = 


TAKEN FROM 


Hogarth' 8 Midnight Converſation. 


A Cobler there was, . 
E ſons of the bottle attend to my muſe, 
E Who boldly has ventur'd her * to 
4 chooſe, 
From Hogarth's keen pencil, whichjuſtly diſplays 
The foibles frail man ev'ry moment betrays. 
Derty down, &c. 


1 
Old Time on the clock had proclaim'd the laſt 


hour, 
When Bacchus began to exhibie his power; 
Poor Reaſon was forc'd to take flight from the 
room, 
And leave noiſe and folly their reign to ume. 
Derry _— &c., 


e A. 


w X NATTLI Fol 


A Soldier and a Sailor, &c. 
- + The Captain and Phyſician, 
Were got in ſtrange diviſion, * 
Which had the greateſt ſkill, Sir, 
And who the moſt did kill, Sir, 
When thus began their fray; 
At length ſo high it roſe, Sir, 
From words they fell to blows, Sir, 
And ſoon the fierce cockade, Sir, 


Upon the floor was laid, Sir, 

1 | The Doctor gain'd the day. 

| | Religion's a politick Law, &c. 

| A ruby-fac'd ſon of the church, 2 

| Who thought all religion a hum, 

| 2 Had left his poor flock in the lurch, 

i To tip the glaſs over his thumb: 

6 The Patriarchs (he ſaid) thought noſhame, 

With women and wine to be bleſt; AN 
. Then why ſhould not he do the ſame 3 


So merrily drank to the Be, 
The Lawyer ſo arch, with his wig plac'd awry 
On noddle well fronted with braſs, 
Grins, ſtammers and hiccups, and cocking his 
. 


Thus makes of his client an A/c, 
| „ The 
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The caſe you have told, to be ſure is as clear, 
« As the wine that now ſmiles in this glaſs; 
« But *Zounds ! right or wrong, Vir, you need 
not to fear, | ot 
I'd prove that a horſe i is an al,” 


The Magpye. 
The Juſtice more wiſe, + 
Who Bacchus dehes, 
Sate ſoberly ſmoaking his clay; 
From Nelſon and Coke, | 
He oftentimes ſpoke, 
Then cordially whiff'd it away. 


- The Yorkſhire Ballad. 


Sir Politict having fix'd all for the beſt, 
The Ballance of Power ſoon lull'd him to reſt. 
The Beau his weak nerves by caſcading confeſs d. 
With a down, down, down, &c. 


Give us Glaſſes, my Wench, &c. 
To drive away care, 
And baniſh deſpair, 
Thus mortals purſue a wrong courſe ; 
The cure they propoſe, 
Too oftentimes grows, 


Than eben the diſeaſe itſelf, worſe, 
| e 2 © II. 
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'The mirror help up, 
Will ſhew in the cup, 
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Let Reaſon once more, 
Pour ſenſes reſtore, | 
And happily live while you may, 
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Thoſe ills which make nature decay ; 
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The Fm 


L U S T Y young AE near r Leadenhall 
dwelt, | 
Who never the force of Love's cleaver had felt, 
That terrible weapon which always excites, 


Such ſorrow and joy in the heart where it lights. 
Derry down, &c. 


II. 
Long ti time he had boldly aefy'd Cupip's quiver, 
Reſolving as yet to remain a free liver. 


The God grew enrag d, and at length * the 


battle, N 
And laughter d poor Pluck juſt as he daughters 


cattle. 


e 
. 


Derry down, &c. 


III. 


3 
It bad one day as he ſtood at his ſhambles, 


 Briſk DoLLy, the cookmaid, the ſweeteſt * 


damſels, 
To market for dinner came tripping cloſe by, 


At whom the young Butcher ſoon caſt a ſheep's eye. 
Derry down, &c. 


IV. 


At ſight of her beauties what mortal could cool, 
Her ſkin, it is ſaid; was as ſoft as Jamb's wool ; 


Her black roguiſh eyes ſhone as bright as his 


fleel, 


And her nice even teeth were as white as young 


veal. 


Derry down, &c. 


Like all other lovers, he figh'd, 1y'd and ſwore, 
And gazing with rapture her'charms he ran o'er, 


Then down on his marrow-bones begg'd for re- 


lief, 
For ah he was dying, to be in her beef. 
Derry down, &c. 
; VI. N 
But ſhe had a heart was more hard than his Block, 
Her virtue he found was as firm as a rock. 


E 


She 
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GROWN CHILDREN. «x 


She told him, unleſs he would.make her his wife, 
He ne'er ſhould be ſuffer'd to ſtick in his knife. - 


Derry down, &c. 
vn. 


The heat of his paſſion his looks did be-tray, 

The flame burn'd fo fierce, he could no longer 
ſtay, . 

To the church they both went, and let it ſuffice 


Old DomixE terer d them up in a trice. 


Derry down, &c. 
VIII. | 
And now, Maſter PLuck, mind the council 
here hinted, 
All women in love never like to be ſtinted. 
Take care that her mag with raw meat is well fed, | 
Left the horns of an ox ſhould adorn your calve's 
bead. „ ; 
D down, &c. 
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A 
BIT of the BROWN. 


In flory we're told, &c. 
N whimſical lays, 


Permit me'*to praiſe 
The colour that bears moſt renown ; 


While life I enjoy, 
And pleaſures ne'er cloy, 
Let me have a bit of the brown. 
Brave Boys, &c. 


II. 


Some people delight 
In bread that is white, 
And greedily ſwallow it down; 
So odd is my taſte, 
You may think it ill plac'd, 
Let me have a bit of the brown. 
Brave Boys, Me. 


III. 


GROWN CHILDREN. 1 
= - 
When Engliſbmen dine 
On ſmoaking Sir Loin, 
Some with inſide their palates will crown; 
Like poor * Ferry Sneak, E 
So patient and meak, * 


Let me have a bit of the brown. 
Brave boys, &c. 


IV. 
Of all the bright toaſts, | 
That Great Britain boaſts, 2 
And inflame the gay ſparks of the town; 
The red, black and fair, | 
Their hearts may enſnare, 


Let me have a bit of the brown. 
_— boys, Kc. 


9 


. 

With wines in great ſtore, 

From Gallia's proud ſhore, 
The wealthy their ſenſes will drown ; * 

Let me, a poor bard, E 

My country regard, 9. 
Contented with beer nice and broton-. 

Brave a &c. 
* The Mayor of Garrat. 
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VILLAGE COURTSHIP, 
A 
EA. 


The AIRS adapted to thoſe in the Oyzr a 
of LOVE in a VIL L AGE. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE blooming Sylvia, bred in country town, 
Pride of our ſex and envy of her own, 
Like ſea-born Venus bore away the Prize, 

Both old and young obſerve with roguiſh eyes. 
But vain their arts, impregnable ſhe ſtands, 

Fair virtue ſtill the citadel commands, 

And firſt the *Squrre, certain of his game, 

Thus undermines her innocence and fame. 


A FR. 


GROWN CHILDREN. 1g 
| AIR. 
- Let gay ones and great, &c. 
O fay, cruel fair, 
Am I ſtill to deſpair, 
How long muſt my bliſs be delay'd ? 
EReflect ere too late, 


How dreadful your fate, 
When beauty and youth are decay'd. 


II. 


Though formal old fools 

Preach up dull rigid rules, 
Of honour, and virtue, and ſtuff, 
Ne'er mind what they ſay, 

Be bleſs'd while you may, 
See here, my dear girl, gold enough. 


RECITATIVRE. 


A Juſtice next, the ſlyeſt on the bench, 


Who, though paſt pleaſing, lov'd a pretty wench. 
He grinn'd, and ſhook like any mountain goat, 


And own'd his luſtful flame in feeble note. 


D a 


A RATTLE ror ; 
AIX. 1 
When I follawed a Laſs, &c. | 
Though the days of my youth have been gone 


20 


| 
| 


many years, 
And now wrinkled old age on my forehead ap- 
pears ; | | 
Though vigour ſeems loſt, yet my paſſions are 
ſtrong, | 


And a ſight of thoſe breaſts, you young rogue, 
makes me long. 
Then look more kind, 

Caſt fear behind, | 
P11 do you no harm by this kiſs I ſwear, 
But let us the joys of loves paradiſe ſhare, 
Then billing, thrilling, 
Sighing, dying, 
Loſt in a ſea of dear delight, e 
O! thus we'll employ our time all the night. F 
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With plain ſimplicity and ruſtic mien, 

A humble ſuitor next, poor Hodge was ſeen ; 
He doft his hat as he approach'd the fair, 
And thus his paſſion bluntly did declare. 
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AIX. 
The Carrot. 
Behold, pretty maiden, 
A lad heavy laden, | 
With dragging about him your fetters ; 
You'll find him more true, 
Aye, and honeſter too, 


Than thoſe who are reckon'd his betters. 


Then don't be ſo ſhy, 
But kindly comply, | 
And no longer carry the farce on; 
Here ready I ſtand, | 
To give you my hand, 
O ſay ſhall I run for a parſon ? 


REctTATIVE. 
Damon the young, the handſome and the gay, 
In Sylvia's heart alone bore greateſt ſway, 
For Hymen's ſacred rites he eager preſs'd 
And ſoon the happy victor ſtood confeſs'd. 


AIR. 
Think, my Faireſt, 
Sylvia now become a bride, 
Damon of her charms poſleſs'd ; 


Love and conftancy ally'd, 
Make the ſtate completely bleſs'd : 
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THE 


FOR 


Ain 
Lovers, ever be your care, 
They who feel the pleaſing ſmart, 
Muſt by virtue win the fair. 


Let the precept I impart, 
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O 
88 8 89 8 71 825 
| THE 
ORANGE WENCH. 


That cheer, my honeſt Meſmates. 


S leering black-ey'd playhouſe Sal, 
A plump and forward wench, 
With baſket hanging on her arm, 
Was tripping o'er each bench: 

In notes ſo ſhrill her trade ſhe cry'd, 

To tempt the beaux'and belles, 
e Muſt ye have ſome oranges or chips, 

« Or elfe ſome numparells.” 


IT. 
Young Buck obſerv'd the ſqualing nymph, 
And as ſhe ſcudded by, 
He ſeiz'd her foot, and prais'd it much, 
But ſlipp'd his hand too high. 
The girl to freedoms ſuch as theſe 
Had been accuſtom'd long, | 
So let him go where'er he pleas'd, 
Nor thought him in the wrong. 


III. 


SOON 


=! - A RATTLE rox 
© III. 


Down by his ſide her ſeat ſhe took, 
In hopes her fruit to ſell ; 
And practis'd all her female arts, 
She knew her buſineſs well. 
And while one hand at liberty, 
Aer hidden charms enjoy'd, 
In rummaging her baſket through, 
The other was employ'd. 


IV. 


< 
5 
W 
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He choſe an orange from the reſt, 
« My dear, what is the price?“ 
4 Tis ſixpence, Sir, for one ſo fine 
«© That hardly will ſuffice. 
I carry no commodities 
£ But what are fit for uſe, 
«© Then have it, Sir, and take my word 
«© You'll find it full of juice.” 
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NOOR PIP 


* M RA, KA MANA 


A 


Gras * good WINE. 


With RO and Wi ne [ defy, &c, 


IV merry companions, ſo jovial and free, 
You know I'm a poet, then liſten to me. 
Inſpire my muſe, jolly Bacchus divine, 
Pl chaunt in the praiſe of a glaſs of ** wine. 


* 
The female whoſe flattering /ook:ng-glaſs tells, 
How much all the reſt of her ſex ſhe excels ; 
In vain from its aid may attempt to outſhine, 
More charms ſhe'd receive from a glaſs of good 


W1ne, 


III. | 
The ſhort-ſighted ſpark with perſpective apply'd, 
In putting the fair to-the bluſh takes a pride. 
Give o'er, bold intruder, your cruel deſign, 


Greater beauties you'll find in a glaſs of good wine. 
| > IV. 


rr 
IV. 


What though the Armonica gives ſuch delight, 


When play'd on by Willinſon every night: 
By Fove it would rival the notes of the Nine, 


If each glaſs was fill'd to the brim with good wine, 
V. 


Old bald-pated Time, who good company ſpoils, 
When pleaſure is reigning and good humour 
ſmiles; 


With us round the bowl would moſt chearfully 


join, 


Was his Hoh glaſs chang'd to a glaſs of good wine, 


VI. 


4 

If then ſuch perfections the grape does produce, 
Ye powers above, ſend enough for our uſe: _ 
Your bounty to prove, drain the ſea of its brine, 
And let it again ebb and flow with good wine, 
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St. ANTHONY 


HI 


A N M a a_ 


RECITATIVE. 


E T clowniſh Cymon in fond ruſtic ſtrains, 
To lovely Iphigene declare his pains z 
Let tink'ring Tom for duſt cart Sylvia pine, 
I fing St. Anthony and his fav'rite ſwine: 
Who, ſtrange to tell, like you and I could ſpeak, 
When other grov'ling pigs could only ſqueak. 
But when, or how, this wonder came to paſs, 
Remains unnotic'd by the ſcribbling claſs: 
Let it ſuffice, as oft he did careſs her, 
Thus, like a loveſick ſwain, he would addreſs. 


her, 


1 1 


£8 
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ARATTLE ror 
ATR, 
O my pretty Punchinello, &c. 


O my pretty piggy wiggy, i 
More ſweet than is the figgy, 
I hat grows on yonder twiggy, 

Or ſugar candy; 

My love for thee ſurpaſſes 

All that which pretty laſſes, 

Have for their looking glaſſes, 

Or Triftram Shandy. 


RECITATIVE. 


With little doating eyes, and ears upright, 

To all he fays ſhe liſtens with delight : LOOM 
Then, like the fluggiſh aſs in ſcripture told, - 
In grunting accent did her mind unfold, b 


CF 


AIX. 


Batchelors of ev'ry flation, &c. 


How fthall I my thanks declare, Sir, 
In a learned genteel air, Sir? 
I the court have never ſeen, 


Or at boarding ſchool have been; 
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II. 


Nor a finger am, you know, Sir, 

To delight like Beard and Lowe, Sir; 
But ſince I muſt play my part, 

Thank you, Sir, with all my heart. 


RECITATIVE. 


The hoary dotard gazes on her charms, 

And fondly claſps her in his wither'd arms; 
Then gently ſtroking firſt her briſtled hide, 
Smack'd her ſoft balmy ſnout, and thus reply'd. 


Ar. 


There was an old Woman liv'd on the Mor, &c. 
Let ſordid mortals toil all day, 
For gold and filver ſearch and dig ; 


A greater treaſure I enjoy 
In this, my charming talking pig. 


II. 


Tho' mighty monarchs on their thrones, 
In pride and ſtate look fierce and big, 
They are not fo content and bleſs'd 
As is old Tony with his pig: 


III. 
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ve my pig. 
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III. 


ARAT YTLE rü 
I neither care who's in or out, 


Whether Tory, whether Whig, 


J love my country, King and Queen, 


But beſt of all I lo 
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Where joys ever wait on the young and the old, 
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TAKE TIME 


BY THE 
F ORB LG 
The Women all tell me, &c. 


HE Poets and Painters in colours and 
rhyme, 
By ſcythe, glaſs and farrows defcribe father Tine, 
His head bald behind, but to give it a grace, 
One large filver lock hangin over his face. 


II. 


From that the old proverb has taken its riſe, 
And truſt me, my friends, tis both moral and 


wiſe; | | 
In all the occaſions of life's buſy plan, 
Take Time by the forelock, ſince life's but a ſpan, 


. * 
When pleaſure invites to her palace of gold, 


Ne'er 
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Ne'er heed what canonical pedagogues ſay, 
Take Time by the forelock, and live while you 
y 5 u 
IV; El 


At night, when gay Bacchus ſupplies ev'ry gueſt, 
And each jolly toper with liquor is bleſs'd ; 
Then let the full bumpers go briſkly about, 
Take Time by the forelock, and ſee it all out. 


. 


In love, as in wine, the ſame maxim purſue, 


For tedious delay with the fair will not do; 

When Cloe ſeems coy, and, tough, willing 
ſays no, 

Take hold of her forelack---- mean that below, 


DICE 
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SLE ESESERENES 2:2: 
DICK and KATE 


th Mother did fo before me. 12 5 222 


8 Kate was driving home her cows 


laſt May-day in the morning, 
The birds ſung ſweetly on the 14 


Bright Sol the hills adorning; 
Dict overtook the roſy maid, 
With love his boſom glowing, 
He caught her round the waiſt, and ſaid, 
How far, Kate, are you going?“ 


I'm going homewards (ſhe reply'd) 
Then, prythee, do not hold me, 
For ſhould I here with you abide, 
«« My mother ſhe will ſcold me. 
But Dic#'s bewitching artful tongue, 
With pleaſing words o'erflowing, 
Soon gain'd its point, the maid was young, 
And thought no more of going. 
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1 Lethe, 


E mortals whom trouble and ſorrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end; 
For ever depriv'd of hopes all-cheering ray, 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day. 
Obey the glad ſumnions, the har bell invites, 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights. : 


II. 
When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueſt, 
By hard- hearted duns too continually preſs'd ; 
When brats begin crying and ſqualing for bread, 
_ wife never filent---till faſt in her bed. 


Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 
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III. 


Di d Neptune s ſalt element run 3 + freſh wine, 

Tho' all Europe's powers together combine. 

Our brave Britiſb ſailors need ne'er care a jot, 

Surrounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape /hot, 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


S © 
When Fanny was uſing her nails in Cock-lane, 


And raiſing chimeras in each Britons brain, 


Had Claret been offer'd the ſpirited ſhe, 


| They ſoon might have laid her ſafe in the Red Sea. 


Obey the glad ſummons, Oc. 
| V. | 
Was each dull pedantica! text-ſpinning Vicar, 
To leave off dry preaching; and ſtick to his liquor; 
O how would he with for that power divine, 
To change when he would ſimple water to we, 
Obey the glad ſummons, es 


VI. 


If wine then can miracles work fuch as theſe, 
And give to the troubled mind comfort and eate, 
Deſpair not, that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 
Who /owers his gifts for the good of mankind. 
Obey the glad ſummons; SW. 
1 | | ODE 


Jo To 
N on Og CEL ONG Ren Es Eo ts 


GROWN- CHILDREN. 37 


CINEIOEINES 


ODE to CL ARET. 
RE CI CAT I'VE. 


UR glaſſes. waiter, once again ſupply, -- 
Bring t'other dozen, broach thecellar dry- 
Let not vacuity the board diſgrace, 
But with rich claret fill the horrid ſpace. . 
AIX. 
Potent juice ! that rules the earth, 
Inſpirer of wit and mirth, | 
Source of joys which ne'er decay ; : 
Ever bubbling, 
Never troubling, _ 
Always ſparkling, briſk and gay. 


Recruit my goblet-to the brink, 
FI fing thy praiſes while I drink. 
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DRINKING CATCH. 


GE E Barghus aſcending aſtride on his ton, 


Like Perſeus of old, who Andromeda won, 
To kill the fell monſter call'd ſobriety, 
That bane to the pleaſures of ſociety. 
As he lights upon the table, 
Drink, he cries, while you are able, 
And when you can no more contain, 
Then let it out, and fill again. 
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1 N TH * R. 


FJ H O's he that dares to baulk His glas, 
h And aſk what tis o'clock ? 
One ſcabby ſheep; zounds, lads, ou — 2 
Endangers all the flock. 
Go, kick the raſcal down thi ſtairs, 1 
And let him baniſh'd be, 
The ſons of claret never keen 
Such ſneaking company. — 2 n Uh” 
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For FOUR VOICES. 
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| 7 'S O M E Ned, Jack and Will, 

7 Let's all drink our fill; | 
| | | While there is liquor in plenty; ; 

| For why ſhould we go, 

| Till the hogſhead below 
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= In the cellar is quite empty. 
= LI. 
| il Come, Dich, Ned and Fact, 
1 | Let's ſtay till we crack | 
1 Our bellies with too much drinking; 
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More bliſs that creates 
Than cracking our pates, 
6 dull philoſophick thinking. 
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Come 7/ill, Dick and Ned: 
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Let's ſettle the head, 
With t 'other bottle of „ Ws IE 
A bumper or two 
Such wonders can do, 


* 
9 « 
1 41 


The dumb will prate like a parrot + 4 


NZ D. - 


Come Jact, Vill and Dict, 


Let's drink about quick, 
We preſently ſhall be ſtarting 3 ; 


The moon's gone to bed, 
And Sol ſthews his head, | 


We muſt have one glaſs. at parting. 
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HEN Fanny to woman is growing apace, 
The roſe-bud beginning to blow in her 
3 
For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething---the cannot tel] 
e ee 


U. 


No ſoener the wanton her freedom obtains, 


'Than among the gay youths a tyrant ſhe reigns ; 

And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething---ſhe cannot tell 
what. TR 5 5 


IH 


Tho” all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it about 


At court, park and play, the ridotto and rout ; 
Tho' flatter'd and envy'd ſhe pines at her lot, 
Hex heart pants for as Bia a cannot tell 
What. bs | | 
| | © 
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IV. 


4 Nel of the aud, or a glance of the % 

From him ſhe likes beſt makes her ready to die; 

Not knowing tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, _ 

Her heart pants for ſomething-«-ſhe cannot tell 
what. | 


Y. 
Ye fair take advice, and be bleſs'd while you may, 
Each look, word and action your wiſhes betray; 
Give eaſe to your hearts by the conjugal knot, - - 
Tho". they pant e'er ſo much. will ſoon 
Nen for what. 
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1:4 6 E virgins attend, 7 

Believe me your friend, 

And with prudence adhere to my plan; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 


There goes an old maid, 


But get marry'd as faſt as you can, 


"Th 
As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat quick at the fight of a man; 
Then chooſe out a youth. 


With honour and' truth, 
And get marry'd as faſt as 5 you can. 


III. 


For age, like a cloud, 
Your charms will ſoon ſhroud, 


And this whimſical Life's but a ſpan; ; 
Then 
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2 maids, make your hay, 


While So darts his ray, 85 4 


And . faſt as you can. 
IV. 5 
The treacherous rake 4 
Will artfully take 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trapan; 3. 
But baffle the ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 3 


. 
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And when men's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, 
The bright flame ſtill continue to fan; 3 
. Neer harbour the ſtings 
That jealouſy brings, 
But be conſtant, and'bleſs'd while you can. 


eee eee "Y 


* 
2 
— — —— 2 — — — —E———ÿj — — 
” 


A aa E ron 


RO YO FA 


ee . RIUMPH, 


A E, 


on ſeeing Mr. HAY MAN's Picture in 


the Roruxp at VAUXHALL, payne in 
the Year 1768. 


E E Britannia, brave and wiſe, - 

Ober the waves triumphant ae, 
| Seated in rou gh Neptune's car, | 
Smiling midſt the ſhock of war: 


. Conqueſt and honour as her right to claim; 


While the proud wat'ry God, 
Obedient to her nod, 
Impetuous drives, where'er ſhe points, for fame. 


| II. 
On her lap with joy behold, 
Ho her hands the form enfold 
TT N Of 
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Of great George, her darling ſon, 
Who ſo many wreaths has won; 
| Forn from the brow of Gallia's havghty Kings 
| Martinico, Senegal, 
| Cape Breton's mighty fall, 
Bards yet to come in lofty ſtrains ſhall ing 4 


III. 


While arcund the Nereads a 
In their hands too they diſplay 
Heroes fom'd for warlike deeds, = 
When their aid their country needs 
Hawke, Pococte, Keppel, ag Wen 
| drand:.: -7:: ; A 8 
One only ſilent fair, 
Lets fall the briny tear, 

And ſilent mourns alas Bp a. 


n 


. Albion. 4 that can boaſt, 

Such a race to guard thy coaſt; 
And a Prince to guide that race,, 
Replete with ev'ry godlike grace 

| To merit heaven and a people bleſs : 

| In vain combining foes 

Britannia ſhall oppoſe, ; ps 
A virtuous mind is certain happineſs. 


AMORET 


} 
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AMoRET ph Purvis, 


X DIALOGUE. 


AMORET 


WET Phyllis well tet; 185 
FI The ſun is juſt ſet, I ET 
To yon myrtle grove let 8 i 4 X 
All nature's at reſt, 
And none to moleſt, 


Tve ſomething to ſay to my fair. 


PHYLLIS. 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, 
Entreaties are vain, 


* 
Wc: 
„ : 
8 


ö . Perſuade me to go you ne'er ſhall; 


Night draws on a- pace, 
I muſt quit the place, 
The dew is beginning to fall. 


. : 4 
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AMORET. 


Believe me, coy maid, _ — 5 k 
By honour I'm ſway'd, 
No fears need your boſom alarm; 
The oak and the pine 
Their leaves kindly join, 
To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 


PHYLLES: 


Your arts ] deſpiſe, 
My virtue I prize, 
Though poor, I am richer than thoſe 
Who, loſt to all- ſhame, 
Will barter their fame, _ 
\ Foe Og: of gold and fine cloaths. 


AMORET. 


You do me much wrong, 
Such thoughts ne'er belong 
To the noble and generous breaſt 
I meant but to know 
If Phyllis would go 
And let Hymen make Amoret bleſs d. 
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„„ 


If what you now ſay 
Your heart don't betray, 
It gives me much pleaſure to find 
My Amoret ſtill 
A ſtranger to ill, 
And ſor wedlock's ſoft bondage nclin' d. 


D U E F. 
AMORE 3 
With j joy I comply, 
PHYLL JS. 
The dear nuptial tye 
. 


Tomorrow two hearts ſhall unite : 
Ye lovers ſo true, 
Let virtue in you 

The ſame inclinations excite, 


SER STOR, n 
__ Ren] Rand) Wand" Ren rene 
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Fer petticoat too ſhort before; 
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N days of yore, when on the plain 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 
By Cynthia's borrow'd ſilver light, 
If &er our grandames did amiſs, 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this, 
JJ. . 
Was Lady Mary ever known 
To toy with Celadon alone; 
Did avarice her boſom fill, 
With paſſions ſtrong for dear Quadrille; - 
Or did her heart for dancing bear, 
Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 
HL... © 
If once too ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, 


H 2 


— 
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Or if, to catch the gazer's ſight, 

f 5 She us'd the arts of red and white: 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew _ 
Were ſure to pinch her black and blue, 


IV. 


But far more happy days enſue, 
The Britiſb dames of ſixty-two 
Are not afraid of rigid elves, 
They know no guardians but themfelves. 
The tell- tale race at length ſubdu'd, 
Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude. 


V, 
Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one are pleaſure mad; 
This method I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a fairy in your breaſt, | 
Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
Put when you chance to go too far, 
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| THE 85 
SAD DISASTER. 


Fair Kitty, beautiful and young, &c. 
S Lady Jane, devoutly wiſe, 
Upon her arm reclin'd ; 5 
With Yorict's ſermons pour'd her eyes, 
Fit food for ſuch a mind. 
A ſaucy flea came ſkipping o'er 
Thoſe parts muſt not be nam'd, 
Which when ſhe rubb'd, ſtill itch'd is more, 
Enrag'd, the fair exclaim'd. | 


II. 
C Shall this vile reptile boldly * 
My hidden charms to ſcan, 
& Which I ſo long have kept with care 
«© From that baſe tyrant man? 
« Forbid it all ye Gods !” then flew, 
Like lightning, to the bell; 
What ſad diſaſter did enſue, 
. We I dread, alas! to tell, 
| | | III. 
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A RATTLE 7e 
III. 


ns Here, Betty, quickly bring a light, 


« And help to find him out, 
«© Make haſte, or I ſhall loſe him quite, 
% What is the wench about?“ 


Then ſtooping with an eager eye, 


And breaſt brimfull of ire, 
The heedleſs creature went too nigh, 
And ſet her ſmock on fire, 


The 
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THE 


WAY to WIN her. 


The ay to Keep him. 


E ſwains who roam from fair to fair, 
And ſtrive each heart to bind, 
Give ear to what I now declare 
The precepts of a friend. 
Would you in Venus wars ſucceed, 
Of Baſhfulneſs be ſure take heed, 

And that's the Way to Win her. 
qe : 
When firſt you meet the blooming laſs, 

More ripe than peach or pear, 

Let not the minutes idly paſs, 

Of dull delays beware: 

With kiſſes fweet your flame confels, 


Her panting ſnowy boſom preſs. 
And that's the Way to Win her, 


56 * AzRFA TL L'E "FOR: - 
| III. 


But ſhould the crafty nymph prove eoy, 
Cry « Fye, Sir, you are rude,” 
Let not thoſe arts you hopes deſtroy, 
By nature all are lewd. 
Then ſhilly ſhally never ſtand, EE ie 
But boldly march up ſword in hand. # 
And that's the Way to Win her. 


IV. 


And when love's fire you have fann'd, 
And ſhe begins to melt, 
And finds her virtue can't withſtand 
The raptures ſhe has felt; 
Then gently force her to the ſport, 
With reſolution ſtorm the fort, 
And that's the Way to Win her. 
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THE 
 FORLORN DAMSEL. 


1 AM a young maid, 
That's ſorely afraid 
I ſhall die one, tho' now woman grown 
Take pity, ye ſwains, 
On one who complains. 
She is weary of lying alone, 


II. 


When ſcarce ten years old, 
I oft have been told | 
By my playmates, in ſtrange diſmal tone, 
Of terrible ſprites, 
That haunt the dark nights, 
Makes me fearful of lying alone. 


a. 


Then here I now ſtand, 
And ready my hand 


To beſtow on the youth who ſhall own, 
* He's 


58 


"I Make amends for my lying alone. 
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He's willing for life, 
To make me his wife, | 
That I may not lie longer atone. 


IV. 


But let it ſuffice, 

I 1 ſomewhat am nice, 

Thenthe marks of mychoice I'll make known. 
Unleſs I can find 
The lad to my mind, 


I had rather by half lie alone. 


'F 


The haughty and vain 
Alike I diſdain, 

The pert fool and inſenſible drone ; 
The brave and the wiſe, 
Are-virtues I prize, 

pts ſhall _— me from lying alone, 


1 4 D 
And when once poſſeſs d 
Of him I like beſt, 
I'd not envy Queen Charlotte her throne; 
But cheerfully join, 
At love's purple ſhrine 
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Eauteous nymph approve the flame 
Thy merit rais'd within my breaſt, 
Let ev'ry tender thought proclaim 
How much I love, and how diſtreſs'd ; 
Since words themſelves want energy to proye 
What Damon ſuffers by capricious love, 


* 
Suppreſs not then the pleading thought, 
Which thy ſoft nature muſt advance; 
Nor bluſh, if in the conteſt caught, 
The pureſt minds have fell by chance. 
Then deign, Belinda, generous and kind, 
To ſmile compliance on the humble mind, 
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i EASE, Chloe, thus to vex 


., 


A heart, you know, is thine; 
Reſume the tender ſex, | 
Encroach not ſo on mine. 


II. 
Variety you love; 
We too, it is confeſs d; 
But do you not approve _ 
Each trying to be bleſs'd ? 
III. 
Inconſtancy you fix 
The character of man, 
And yet, I ſwear by Styx, 
It is the female plan. 


IV. 


Our vows you oft reject, 


PS + 


Turn all to ridicule ; 
And penances inflict, | 
As puniſhments at ſchool, | 


GROWN CHELDREN. 66 
-*" Think man a creature wild, 
By love in fetters led, 


Or think him but a child . 2 
That ſhould your anger dread. ” 


Vi” 


Such ufage man diſdains, 
Him, nature taught to rule : 
None ever wore the chains 


But a deſpairing fool. 
; VII. 
Then, Chloe, fix my love, 1 
Nor force me from thy charms 3. : 
Denial makes us rove, 
Secure me in thy arms. 


— 
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EFORE I faw Clarinda's face, 
My heart was blyth and gay; 
Free as the wind, or feather'd race 
That hop from ſpray to ſpray. 


. 


But nc v dejected I appear, 
Clarinda proves unkind; 

I, ſighing, drop the ſilent tear, 

But no relief can find. 


III. 


In plaintive notes my tale rehearſe, 
When I the fair have found; 

On ev'ry tree appears my verſe, 

That to her praiſe redound. 
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But ſhe, lt ſhuns my ſight, 
Ml/yh faithful love diſdains; 


My vows and tears her ſcorn excite 
Another happy reigns. 


V. 


Ah! Thyrf 7s, though my looks "my 
I envy your ſuccels ; | 
Yet love to friendſhip ſhall give Wee 


I cannot wiſh it leſs. 
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DRINKING SONG. 


3 | 1 my never frowning glaſs, 
| Always welcome to my lip, 
Here's to Delia, lovely laſs, 
O, how grateful is the ſip | 
This is pleaſure to the ſoul, 
This will baniſh care away ; 
He who hates the ſmiling bowl, 
What's he fit for ? topers ſay. 


THE 
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NARROW ESCAPE. 


OUNG Roger went wooing to Kate, 
A briſk laſs he had long in his eye, 
He ſcrap'd and he bow'd, 
He figh'd and he vow'd _. 
If he did not have ſhe, he ſhould die, ew 


II. 


But ſhe had a heart made of es” | 
And ſhe us'd the poor lad like a dog, 
She call'd him dull clown, 

Declar'd, with a frown, 


She would never be ty'd to a log. 
] 7 3 | 
Then Roger, with tears in his eyes, 
And his heart almoſt ready to break, 
Cry'd, who ſo unkind, 
'To one you will find 
| Other maidens for thee does forſake. 


K 3 
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| 2 
With ſcorn ſhe rejccted his love, 


And ftrait left her fond ſwain in the lurch 3 


With Fack, on the green, 
Next day ſhe was ſeen, 


And ſoon after went with him to church. 


. 

The honey moon ſcarce was began 
When ſhe turn'd out the plague of his life, 
So Roger is glad a F 

His fate's not ſo bad, 
Since he's rid of a termagant wife. 


$000, 
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EL L me, Cupid, tyrant urchin, 
\ Why thus arm'd and aim'd at me? 
If the heart of Delia ſearching, 
K now, it 1s, and will be free. 
Damor's paſſion is invented, 
Ever roving, like the bee, 
Till with one alone contented, 
I will ne'er ſubmit to thee, 


k 2 CUPID 
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CUPID DROWN'?D, 


9 
DRINKING SONG. 


It No e let 2 cal Song ers. | 
1 E roſy-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice, 
Attend to the carrol I now ſhall produce, 
What ſubject ſo noble to chaunt o'er our bowls 
As that, which we know will make happy our 
ſouls, | 


4. ; Abit. :- 


IT. 


To make me in love, and appear like an aſs, 

And kneel at the feet of each proud forward laſs, 

The goddeſs of beauty had Jong ftrove in vain, 

But love, while I've liquor, ſhall ne'er give me 
pain, 


III. 


At length quite enrag'd, that a mortal like me, 


Should laugh at her power, and yet remain free; 
6; be The 
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The urchin, young Cupid, ſhe bade 2 fy, 
And never return till he made me e 


IV. 


The youth left Oùympus, to Old England came, 

Diſcovered my haunts, choſe a dart, took hie 
aim; 

But ere he had time to purſue his deſign, 

I plung'd him headlong in a hogſhead of wine. 


V. 


And now there's an end of that troubleſome boy, 
The pleaſures of wine we may freely enjoy; 
Let Sol round the globe roll as faſt as he will, 
The bottle and glaſs ſhall keep up with him ſtill. 
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THE 


MAID of the MILL. 


A TTEND all ye ſhepherds and nymphs to 
my lay, 

You may learn from my tale, and g0 wiſer away, 

A damſel once dwelt at the foot of a hill, 

Well known by the name of the Maid of the Mill 


| 
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| In her all the graces had jointly combin'd 
| Her face to improve, and embelliſh her mind ; 
| Nor pride or deceit e' er her boſom did fill, 

| *'T was nature alone in the Maid of the Mill. 


HI. 


ll The Lord of the village beheld the ſweet maid, 

1 Each art to ſubdue her was preſently Jaid ; 

With gold he endeavoured to tempt her to ill, 

But nought could prevail with the Maid of the 
Mill. 


IV. 
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| Her virtue ſhe priz'd beyond ſ] vendor and tate; 
Tho? poor, yet ſhe never repin'd at her fate; 
His. proffers ſhe lighted, in vain all his ſkill, 

To ruin the fame of the Maid of the Mill. 
Young Colin addreſs'd her with hope and with 
©: + wo 3 
His heart was right honeſt, his love was ſincere; 
With rapture his boſom each moment would 


6 
Whene' er he beheld his dear 4 of the FI: 2 


VI. 


His paſſion was founded in honour and truth, 

The nymph read his heart, and of courſe loy 'd 
the youth ; 

At church little Patty ſoon anſwer'd, “I will.” 

His Lordſhip was baulk'd of the Maid of the Mill. 


VII. 


What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial pair, 
Content, they are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care! 

The flame they firſt rais'd in each A burns 
ſtill, | 


And can is bleſs'd with the Maid of the Mill. 
11 
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HE N Hobbinol intreated Doll 
With him the 8 to enter, 
She hung her head, and bluſhing ſaid, 
She was afraid to venture, 
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ö For there poor Nan put faith in man, 

| And ſorely does repent her, 
Which makes her fear no good is near, 
4 . | | 

3 And therefore will not venture. 

| | | III. 


His fond requeſt he eager preſs'd, 
And ſwore no harm he meant her, 
By honour ſway'd, be not diſmay'd, 
But kindly with me venture. 
| IV. 


On wedlock bent, was all I meant, 
Would that, he faid, content her? 
To prove me true, yon ſteeple view, 


dap, will my Dolly venture? 
* * Z , V. 1 
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Doubt & ill poſſeſs'd the damſel's bran: 
Till virtue council lent her : 


Haſte, haſte, ſhe cry'd, be made a bride, 
And after you may venture, 


VI. * — ö _ — 
Doll gave conſent, to church they went, 
A wife back. Hymen ſent her; T 


No more a maid, ſhe's not afraid 
Alone with him to venture, 
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"SLE. 


MAN to her MIND. 


EAVE party dif utes; your attention I; pray, 
All you, who to mirth are inclin'd ; 

And of thoſe I diſlike, when you hear what I ſay, 
You may gueſs at the man to my mind, 


II, 


Ye ſelf loving coxcombs whoſe fondneſs is ſeen 
For the form your falſe mirrours diſplay ; 
When you talk of a Fade as nothing you 


mean, 
So —— all goes for nothing you ſay. 


HI, 


No pretenſion ] boaſt to the awkward young heir, 
Though born to a wealthy eſtate ; 

Who, paying no court to the charms of the fair, 

Buys a wife, like a calf, by her weight. 
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IV. 
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Fhe old batter'd rake ſure no woman can 94 
Who has long reckon'd marriage a curſe, 


Tho' his great condeſcenſion he's ready to prove, 
By oa taking a wife for a nurſe, 


| Y. ,,> Jan 
A fool for a huſband ſome females have choſe, uy 
And repentance oft rues what is paſt; 7 
Tho' he turns for a ſeaſon which way the wind 
blow 85 | | 
The weathercock's mths at laſt. . 4h 
VI. 
- But the man that has knits with 4 8 hat's 
nen 1 5 we ; 
Where paſſion and ſewer agree; 3 1 5 SE 


Whoſe fortune's ſufficient to combat with care, 
—— Can't you gueſs at the lover for me? 
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O gain a buxom widow of the Strand, 
Poſleſs'd of beauty and the chink in hand, 
Who once again for Hymen's flambeau ſigh'd, 
Four greedy ſparks of diff rent nations try'd. 
A child of Iſrael's tribe, a bonny Scot, 
A TFockey Buck, a Teague, from Cor# red hot. 
Firſt Mordecai eſſay'd the fair to win, 
And in Moſaic ſtrain did thus begin. 


AIX. 


Farewel Mr. Jew. 


Madam, behold at your feet, 
One dat vas claim to your pity, 
J am de richeſt of all 


De Jeuts dat dwell in de city. 
It 
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If den you kindly tome | 
Your perſon and charms will Turnen 
No laty in all de land, oO 
Like you ſhall. 2 in ſplendour, Es +. 
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Was came Sir Archy, 6 the banks of Tweed, 
Sprung from the proud Sarcaſms ſneering breed. 
With high dry'd Glaſgow he ſupply'd his noſe, 
And thus began his paſſion to diſcloſe, 


„„ 
Maggy Lawther, 
Ah, Madam, in geud troth I ſwear 
I love you more than crowdy ; 7 
And Helen, who ſet Troy in flames, 
To thee was but a dowdy. 
Might I adviſe, 
You ſhould deſpiſe, _ 
Thoſe things that are about you ; 
Your hond give me. | 
You'll honour'd be, 
I canno live with you. 


has. 
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From fam'd Newniarket 8 courſe, next > _- 
Groom, N 
A ſon of Nimrod, comes now his doom: EY 
With rude $5 Hark forward,” he the welkin rends 4 
Then ſmacks his whip, and thus himſelf com- 
5:1 meads. 


A I R. 
Nancy Dun. 


Upon the turf I am well known, 


You'll find I carry full ts fone, 
My pretty ſxittiſn filly; 
Then let the prieſt his work begin, 
We'll take the knowzng ones all in, 
Tiis fix to four the plate I win: © 
What ſays my ſkittiſh filly? | 


Nef iV. 


Sir . 0 Brallaghan next appears, 

At his approach the widow pricks her ears, 
With honeſt tongue, that, ne'er was known to 
feign, 

He thus attacks her in Fingalian ſtrain. 


AIR; 


Sound wind and limb, and ne'er was thrown, 
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Let other Hh health. 1012 


Dear crater F come to make love „ : 
My eyes are fo full that I ſearcely can peng A = 
| To tell you how Cupid has bodder d iniyvheabt,'/ 
And made ſich 4 hole you may drive thre": a Cart. 

With my fal de rol, fal de rol, bow wewiwhack. 


"I 


When mine, you ſhall 80 dreſs'd : as fine as a 
' Lon; | 
Have a monkey to play with when Tam abroad ; 
A grand ſtately manſion to keep out the weather, 
And we'll cuddle, like pigs in a = hoghyes 1 
With * 11 de rol, 9 


E 
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Struck with his tf; of righ 13 
make, | | 
She ſtrait reſolves Sir Callarhun: to 9 3 
With pleaſing ſmiles confirms his happy lot, 5 
And thus confounds the Fockey Jew: and Sear.” = 
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From the Man that I fois &c. 


Againſt your attacks I remain firm as rock, 

Away with your crowdy, your horſes and ſtock, 
My heart I beſtow, where I now give my hand, 
Sir Callagban's the man that ſhall plough up my 


